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Roadblocks to 


Education 


by Paul Arnkvarn 


By now you must have wandered 
past one of those piles of Thursday 
Report special edition. If you’ve been 
remotely curious about the future of 
the university, you may have picked 
one up. 

“Looking to the Future” - the 
words are tough, challenging and 
inviting - at least to the most adven- 
turous of us. You may have opened 
up the newspaper with the expecta- 
tion of at least some idea of what 
Concordia is to become some 5, 10 
or 20 years down the line. No doubt 
you were probably disappointed and 
you probably mumbled to yourself, 
“what is this buffalo dung?” and more 
so “why are they doing this to me?” 

One of these reports is from a pri- 
vate consulting firm hired by the uni- 
versity to suggest a purpose or guide- 
line by which the administration 
could face the years ahead. The 
other report, from the Committee on 
Priorities and Planning, was set up by 
the Board of Governors. In a nut- 
shell, the Fahey Committee was to 
investigate on its own initiative from 
an internal perspective and with bas- 
ically the same goals as the profes- 
sional group. The cost of the private 
consulting firm report is not public 
information. The cost of the second 
report was an undetermined amount 
of ego-bucks. 

The purpose? Well, the university 
has a leadership that has finally 
reacted to lengthy criticism concern- 
ing the lack of long-range planning 
and a “clearly defined and articulated 
purpose in our institutional objec- 
tives.” 

Should you read the reports, you 
will find that they are interesting in 
that they represent the most serious 
of attempts by the university admin- 
istration to tackle these very precar- 


of etiquette 


ious problems. They also represent a 
victory for the Student Association 
which, all the while, had been point- 
ing out the need for such a line of 
thought for quite some time. In that 
respect, I personally favour the 
Fahey Report (the internal one) as it 
focuses on the true issues although, 
it does not fulfill the appropriate 
amount of recommendations and 
alternatives to some of the concerns 
all members of the Concordia com- 
munity share. 

However, we cannot be satisfied 
with the university informing us of 
the framework within which we are 
told to function. Hence, we are 
brought to the title of this article 
“Roadblocks to Education”. It is a 
concept that took form at Sir George 
Williams university in 1972 when 
alternatives to the then skyrocketing 
post-secondary education were 
explored in response to the concerns 
raised by the Student Association. 

The ideology of the conference 
that CUSA is proposing is similar to 
that of its predecessor’s but the cli- 
mate is dramatically different. While 
Concordia has not been faced with 
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cutbacks this year, like those expe- 
rienced in 1981-82, it is important to 
remember that we have only reached 
a plateau. In these economic hard- 
ships, we are faced with hints of 
higher tuition, cutback in all areas of 
education and services yet in the 
meantime, there is increasing enrol- 
Iment. Nowadays, any life-insurance 
salesman will advise you to include 
financial planning for your children’s 
post-secondary education because, 
as my agent put it, “the elite are 
returning”. CUSA must be prepared 
for these harder times for Concordia 
and post-secondary education in 
general. Our worst fears are being 
confirmed - education is a privilege 
and no longer a right. 

In light of this, CUSA is also in the 
opinion that the future is not just for 
the administration to manipulate. It is 
ours as well. However, we can only 
question the competence of the uni- 
versity’s leadership when we are in 
possession of much needed informa- 
tion and are prepared to fight that 
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road blocks cont. 


age old battle every active student 
has faced, mainly the degree of input 
on the decision making. The “Road- 
blocks” proposal to date is that 
representatives from the Ministére 
de lEducation du Québec office be 
invited here to explain the funding 
formula for the past and present and 
the new formula already in the stages 
of development. Also, representa- 
tives from Le Conseil des Univer- 
sités, the official watchdog of M.E.Q. 
(made up of people from all the uni- 
versities across the province) will 
come and explain their critique of the 
pending formula and what effect it 
will have on the university. Both par- 
ties will explain the procedure for the 
granting of programs within the uni- 
versity and what control, in general, 
they have over their operation. 
Hopefully, the difficulties with 


loans and bursaries (what do you 
mean I can’t weigh more than 90 
pounds?) as well as differential fees 
and student services will be subjects 
of discussion. 

There are two basic reasons why it 
is important that we undertake such 
a project. First, we must filla vacuum 
created by a national (Quebec) stu- 
dent movement that has been 
foundering in rhetoric and confusion. 
(Do you know what RAEU, ANEQ, 
or CFS stand for?) Second, we must 
do it because the student movement 
is capable of taking the initiatives that 
are traditionally under the wings of 
administrators. We should not be 
afraid of rocking the “information 
boat” to elicit responses. 

“Roadblock ’82” Think of it while 
you engineers worry about the com- 
petence of your professor. Think of it 
all you Arts and Science students, as 
you struggle for a quiet place to study 
in an understocked library. Think of 


it you Fine Arts students as you cope 
with the limited space, studio time 
and funds on which your faculty 
must survive. All you Commerce 
students, think of it the next time you 
feel like cattle being corralled 
through the “stockyard” system by 
undermanned, over-burdened admi- 
nistration. Contemplate sometime 
while picturing the people who hold 
up the framework within which Con- 
cordia breathes and ask yourself, 
“why don’t I question these people? 
Ultimately, they are responsible and 
knowledgeable.” So... 

With the information gleaned from 
this precedent-setting conference, 
hopefully when yo? happen to stum- 
ble across a “Looking into the 
Future” report, the fact that 
although the large, white pages may 
have now turned yellow, it won’t 
necessarily be the sole reason why 
the information within has become 
less intimidating. 


Attendance Down but B.P.M.’s Up at C.O.P.’82 


University administrators in 
Quebec may be prospering under 
the motto “hard times increases 
enrollment”, but student leaders at 
Concordia and to a lesser extent at 
McGill say the recession has left its 
mark on beer bashes. 

Beer sales at the Bud rock (Con- 
cordia’s featured event of welcome 
back weeks) were down 28 per cent 
from last year’s 367 cases to a 1982 
recession-ridden low of 265. 

“The reduction in beer sales is a 
direct result of United States interest 
rates and foreign policy,” said a Con- 
cordia Orientation Program (COP) 
spokesperson Grannie Grent. He 
also said he would be requesting a 
transfer to the External Affairs 
department of CUSA. 

Estimates on the attendance at 
last year’s Bud rock range from 1700 
to 2400. 

Door ticket sales for the Sep- 
tember 10 event held at the Loyola 
hockey arena were down to 1420. 

The only consolation Grent 
offered was that 265 cases of beer 
divided by 1420 people gives a per 
capita consumption of 4.5 bottles. 

This is the highest drinking rate 


per head in any Canadian university. 

St. Mary’s University is a close 
second with 4.3 bottles per mouth 
average. The University of British 
Columbia trails all educational insti- 
tutions with a 2.1 average. 

“Why bloat your stomach when 
you have mushrooms?” says a Van- 
couver colleague. 

McGill’s party planner Doug 
Karpman says that beer sales and 
attendance are only slightly down 
from last year. “We haven’t done as 
well as last year but every party has 
at least broke even so far.” 

McGill organizers may have been 
successful in overcoming students’ 
partying paranoia but hard times 
dealt a devastating blow to the two 
student associations’ anticipated 
corporate contributions. 

Advertising revenues for McGill’s 
and Concordia’s student handbooks 
were down approximately $5,000 
from last year’s $15,000. 

“Charitable donations, such as 
advertising in student handbooks is 
definitely the first expense busi- 
nesses will cut in austere times,” says 
Iron Ore Company (I.0.C.) of Can- 
ada publicity man, Keith Eldridge. 

The company’s president, Brian 
Mulroney, is a member of the Con- 


cordia University Board of Gover- 
nors, but even his influence couldn’t 
sway the penny-pinchers on the 
1.0.C.’s contribution committee. 

The owner of Les Jeans Leslie 
confirms the gloom and doom poten- 
tial of today’s students. “I’d like to 
take out ads in Univesity magazines 
but students don’t buy here. It’s only 
the working kids that spend money,” 
says Leslie. 

The informational (academic) side 
of this year’s COP did manage to 
escape the slash of the grim financial 
reaper. 

An informational pamphlet chock- 
full of sci-fi phraseology was mailed 
out to newly admitted students in 
early August. 

The pamphlet promoted the New 
Students Advisory Council 
(N.S.A.C.), campus tours, informa- 
tion booths, registration and course 
change specifics and the omnipres- 
ent “I’m Approachable” trouble 
shooters. 

N.S.A.C. was an on-going consul- 
tation system operating from August 
10 to September 10 to introduce new 
students to our surviving university. 

N.S.A.C. counsellors, such as 
Myrna Lashley, also dispensed inter- 
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Skeletons, Fear & Loathing At the Shaughnessy Cup 


by Geoff Moore 

The whole weekend was lost, | 
knew it would happen the minute | 
ordered breakfast Saturday morning 
- a quart at Toe Blake’s. I was on the 
trail of the elusive Stinger victory in 
the Shaughnessy Cup. It was within 
reach that morning; a homefield 
advantage complete with wired foot- 
ball fans, a twisted view of the law of 
averages and a warped desire to 
stomp McGill into the ground. Vic- 
tory was certain. 

When I! found out the score a day 
later, I started making plans. Nothing 
serious, nothing really desperate 
either, but when they start wonder- 
ing who burned Molson Stadium to 
the ground I’m not going to be 
around to say, “Howdy-do.” Just 
blame it on the engineers. 

Five of us went to the game 
together, only four returned. We got 
up for the tilt by inhaling beer and 
doing hot knives in a dim and dusty 
apartment south of the tracks, 
rented by one Captain Ratbag. 
Mushroom Mark was there and 
Montreal’s own version of Hill 
Street’s J.D. LaRue and a sweet 
young thing from McGill - who still 
hasn’t been reported missing. 

We mobilized for the Cup action 
sometime during the second quarter. 
We moved out, up Patricia Street 
armed with a case, whatever our 
pockets could hold and a beer-to-go. 
Aside from one minor mishap with a 
policeman we reached the train 
tracks safely. From there we moved 
with the well-trained murderous pre- 
cision of British SAS troopers; we 
darted through a hole in the fence 
and made for cover in the bushes and 
scrub surrounding the rails. We kept 
our eyes peeled for snakes, corpses 
and enemy patrols. 

We reached de Maisonneuve 
safely, but our adventures were far 
from over. We regrouped by the 
parking lot behind the complex and 
dumped our empties. J.D. had come 
through with tickets for the five of us, 
but thanks to another hole in another 
fence we can save them for another 
day. They didn’t cost him, anyways. 

We sat high above the fifty yard 
line in the last row of the east stands, 
drowning in a sea of McGill jackets. I 
was fighting alcohol induced vertigo 
and couldn’t look down, if we’d just 
sat a little lower down...But the Cap- 
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Theta Sigma fraternity displays major offensive of big game. 


tain likes to watch the plays develop. 
Our darling companion from 
McGill enjoyed what she saw of the 
game, especially after she found out 
the score. Me, welll thought the half- 
time show was art, we arrived just in 
time to watch it. There’s a lot to be 
said for toilet paper and orange 
smoke bombs in the soft September 
rain, the effect was breath-taking. 
The second half was to be Con- 
cordia’s and we made sure all those 
kids in red knew what was going to 
come. We waved our beer bottles 
and chanted: 
There once was a girl from 
McGill, 
Who ate dynamite just for a 
thrill 
They found her.... 
In South Carolina 
And parts of her.... in Brazil! 
Boy did we get tough with them, 
our engineers are better than your 
engineers. Our McGill coed was not 
amused by our happy little lyric. She 
was sober, talk about nerve. By the 
start of the third quarter our drugs 
had worn off and the beer supply was 
dangerously low. J.D. and the Cap- 
tain were despatched for more supp- 
lies. College sports are only fun when 
you're fried, ask anyone. 
There were dead things under- 
neath the stands, I know because 


when I could look down to aim | 
threw cans and bottles at them and 
nothing stirred. There were dead 
things on the field too, eaten raw and 
maimed by Redmen. There would 
have been dead Redmen but I left my 
handgun at headquarters. Even the 
cheerleaders acted like rotting flesh 
in the drizzle, they wouldn’t do 
cartwheels. 

“Will we ever win?” I asked Mush- 
room Mark. He was crashed under 
an umbrella and didn’t hear me. “Will 
we ever win?” I asked the Captain 
when he returned. 

“Not if we keep playing like this. 
Look at these guys, they’re running 
every play into the sidelines. HEY! 
USE THE WHOLE FIELD!” 

Grief on the gridiron led to chain 
smoking in despair and intensified 
alcohol intake. Suddenly I was 
watching USC and Alabama - the 
uniforms fooled me for a bit - this was 
big time college ball! Alright, but it’s 
still better than the ‘Cordes and 


_every other team in the CFL East. 


I’ve never seen so many passes. 

“Look! Look!” screamed the Cap- 
tain. “All they’ve got to do is a nice 
little out pattern to the wide side. 
C’mon Stingers, there’s room. GO 
FOR IT! Gimme a beer.” 
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A Concordian Christian Lebanese on Gemayel 


by Michele Anbar 
& Kathy Meagyery 


For many of the Christian Leba- 
nese living in Montreal going back 
home was just a matter of time. 

For the first time in seven years, 
since the bloody civil war that 
opposed leftists and right-wingers, 
there was hope that Lebanon could 
once again be strong, peaceful and 
united. 

The messenger of peace was 
Bashir Gemayel, a 34-year-old law- 
yer who was like one of the family for 
many Christian Lebanese. They had 
followed his ascent to power with 
crossed fingers, rejoiced over his 
election to presidency with complete 
abandon and mourned his cruel 
death with the resignation that 
comes from being beaten one time 
too many. He was a radical, a natural 
leader and to many Lebanese, a polit- 


Bashir Gemayel . 


ical savior. 

Going back home now is more 
than a matter of time. It is coming to 
grips with a second-best solution. 
Last week Bashir Gemayel’s brother 
Amine was sworn in to presidency. 
He doesn’t have as many enemies as 
his brother but neither does he have 
the power to be loved or hated in the 
way his brother did. 

While Bashir’s policies were only 
too well understood, his death 


remains a mystery. No-one has 
claimed responsibility for his assas- 
sination casting doubts on all the 
groups who must now work together 
to replant pride in the people of 
Lebanon. 

Time called Bashir the Cedar of 
Lebanon, the emblem on the coun- 
try’s flag, of which there is only one. 
In that sense, Amine is, as he always 
has been, only second-fiddle to his 
brother. The best the Lebanese can 

now hope for is that he remain faith- 
ful to his policies which are very simi- 
lar to those his brother had. 

The people in Lebanon await with 
great urgency the enactment of poli- 
cies that will quell inside rivalries and 
outside hostilities, and bring to an 
end the daily violence plaguing the 
country. 

The Lebanese in Montreal try to 
believe that it is just a matter of time. 


LOS: GETTING IN GEAR FOR 


1982-83 


LOS is the Concordia University 
journal of poetry and short fiction. It 
is published annually, usually ap- 
pearing in February or March. The 
journal aims at providing a forum for 


the literary and creative talents 
within the university. Our editorial 
board is composed entirely of stu- 
dents. We publish primarily student 
material, but we are also open to 
submissions from outside the uni- 


versity Community. 


Preparations are now being made 
towards producing the ninth annual 
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esting tid-bits on how to fill in regis- 
tration forms, where the libraries are 
and how to get involved in CUSA. 

“All the new students I dealt with 
said the counselling session made 
them feel more confident about their 
first year at Concordia. It feels good 
to be part of a program like N.S.A.C. 
that off-sets student alienation,” said 
Lashley. 

The N.S.A.C. program was intro- 
duced in 1978 by the Loyola Stu- 
dents Association before the 1979 
merger with the S.G.W. student 
associations to form CUSA. 

As COP chairman! highly recom- 
mend that this program be used in all 
future COPs. 

COP chairman Dann Rogers 


edition of LOS. We need the partici- 
pation of Concordia students at all 
levels. We will require students, 
regardless of faculty or experience, 
to work as editors, helping to read 
and sort through the large number of 
submissions we generally receive. 
Weare now accepting these submis- 
sions for this year’s issue. Poetry, 
short fiction, and essays related to 
literature are all welcome. Please 
make sure that your entries are on 
84x11” white paper, typed, and 
double-spaced. Put your name and 
address on each entry. Include with 
your submission a note indicating 
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“We'll never win.” 

“That’s true,” snickered the girl 
from McGill. 

J.D. grunted and Mark woke up, 
she’s dead now. Lying underneath 
the stands with the other things. 

The Captain sighed, “I can’t 
believe this. Are we outta beer? Look 
at this team. Let’s do some more hot 
knives. We should be killing them.” 

“McGill! I can’t stand it. An out 
pattern! It worked. I told you. Who’s 
got the mushrooms.?” 

Into the fourth quarter, the Patri- 
cia Street Raiders were cold and wet. 
Ony the Captain was smart, decked 
out ina parks. We slipped out before 
the final gun and straggled back to 
the command post. A motely crew 


your status at Concordia (ie: under- 
graduate, graduate student, faculty, 
etc.). If you wish to have your 
manuscripts returned to you, be 
prepared to pick them up at our 
office, or enclose a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope with your submis- 
sion. All entries can be left in our 
CUSA mailbox. Our deadline is 
December 1, 1982. 

If you are interested in having a 
look at last year’s edition of LOS, 
copies will be available at the English 
Department offices and university 
bookstores on either campus at a 
cost of $1.00 each. 


soaked in beer and rain stumbling 
single file with a murder hanging over 
our heads, ready to ruin the weekend 
if we were caught. 

But who’s going to worry about a 
dead girl from another school? 
Nobody, when the score was 21-8 for 
them. We just got even- agame fora 
girl. Later that evening we were pun- 
ished enough, by Burger King boxed 
burgers anda horrid celluloid story in 
a mall theatre. The Captain com- 
pared it to Machiavelli's The Prince 
and called it art, but the rest of us 
were comatose for the duration of 
The Sword and the Sorcerer. 

Then we pushed on into the night, 
because there are always more king- 


doms to save, and football stadiums 
to burn. 


